82        LETTERS OF GEN. BENJAMIN F. BUTLER
I should not flunk it advisable to send a pass for a young negro woman to go to Charles City County with the expectation of returning, for the purpose of visiting her friends. I am afraid you would not see her again.
I have directed General Marston to return the furniture to your home, which I understand has been retained by him at your request. It may not be too safe in the house, but we have no storage for it in camp.
A portion of your letter excites surprise, and you will pardon me for comment thereon.
I had the honor to inform you in a former note that Annie Maria Tyler, niece of ex-President Tyler, had married Private Kick of the 2d. New York, Mounted Rifles of the United States Army. To that you reply that "the circumstances by which she was surrounded had no doubt driven her to desperation into the commission of an act which I fear will not much better her condition. I judge from the character of her last letter she was bordering upon insanity. The terrible scenes she depicted had evidently banished reason from its throne. Otherwise, I f.ninlr she would have braved the starvation which by her account stared her in the face, or met death in any other form, rather than have taken the step of which you inform me."
To all this, which you will pardon me for calling rhodomon-tade, I take leave to answer first. If the soldier of our Union was brave, loyal and worthy and of that you knew nothing either for or against him when you wrote, why, Madame, brave death either by "starvation or in any other form" rather than marry him? If you mean because of Mrs. Kick's rebellious proclivities, then did it become you writing to an United States officer, asking favors from the United States while you yourself are living under its protection, to say so? The first knowledge I had of Mrs. Kick's marriage was in a letter from her wherein she pleaded with great earnestness, and apparently with full powers of reasoning, that no punishment should be inflicted upon her husband for his dereliction of duty in not joining his regiment, alleging it was partly her fault. If she is mad, there is certainly great method in her madness. If she was starving, it must have been about the middle of June, when Private Kick, a straggler from the United States Army, came into her neighborhood, and was entertained at her house, as he was separated from his regiment. . . . How rations which you allege were not sufficient to keep one from